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Shattered Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


‘tm gonna be a father! Like, can you even imagine that? He was practically sparkling with joy, his emerald eyes 


genuinely positive and sincere. He was looking forward to this more than anything, | could tell. 


And why wouldn't he be? He'd always been a fan of kids, he was good with them and somehow he seemed to 
tolerate them. I'd never be able to have his patience with them. But he kept his smile on and let them be, let 
them pull at his hair or pinch him. He'd make an excellent father. 


‘It is great, Axl, really, | said, forcing a smile upon my lips. | was jealous. He and Erin hadn't been married for 
too long, and their on-and-off relationship was already cracking. Now, it seemed she'd be sticking to him after 
all, and him to her. She was giving him something | could never give him, no matter how much | loved him. And 


it felt terrible. 


He tilted his head, sent me a calculating gaze. ‘You're not really happy for me, are you?" he said, sounding a bit 


too cool for my liking. 


‘lam, just.. you're having a kid, and | ain't never gonna be able to compete with that; | sighed, slumping my 


shoulders. ‘| am happy for you, though, | added. 


‘Tl still love you, he whispered in my ear, and at the moment, | knew he meant it wholeheartedly. | smiled and 


kissed his sweet lips. 


He stood outside my door when | opened, his fire-red hair matted and stringy, wet from the rain Not one 
word passed between us before he shoved me aside and passed me, went inside. | let him. | was used to his 


behaviour, and knew not to upset him anymore than he already was. 


‘What's wrong Axl? | asked. It wasn't unusal for him to show up like this, and it often involved fighting with 
Erin. So | supposed this had something to do with their baby coming. However, he refused to respond, his eyes 
focusing on his hands as he fumbled with his fingers. He was clearly avoiding my question. ‘So what did you 


fight about this time? The kid? | asked, a little tactlessly, but hell, | wasn't in one of my best moods either. 


‘There ain't gonna be no baby; he scoffed at me. It took a while for the words to sink in, but once they did, all 


| could respond was, ‘Oh, as my eyes widened. 
‘Yeah. Erin miscarried. lronic, ain't it? Bloody fucking hilarious, huh, he said, biting his lower lip. 


We didn't speak for | don't know how long. He looked as disturbed as | felt. Sometimes | wondered why he didn't 
deal with it stuff like this with Erin. Maybe because he didn’t actually love her. ‘Are.. are you guys gonna give 


it another go?” | said at last, in loss of better words. 


‘What the fuck do you think?” he hissed fiercely. ‘But no, we're not. She wants a goddamn divorce now, ‘cause 
she's sick of me, she says. Says she deserves better. Besides, | can't have any kids. The doctors checked it up. 
l'm damaged, they said. Something wrong with my stuff, he swallowed then, gesturing towrads his crotch, 
wincing visibly. Axl had always been proud of those pars. | put my hand on his shoulder, but he jerked away, 
eyes glistening. 


‘tm real sorry, William, | tried, using his real first name for once as | was the only one ever allowed to, but he 


just snorted at me. 


‘Serves me right anyway. | woulda made some kinda father alright, what with the up-bringing | had. I'd have 
killed them in ten seconds blank. Erin said I'd be a motherfucking danger to them. She's right. | shouldn't have 
‘em, shouldn't have even tried Guess God interfered. Fucking fair enough, he stated, sounding cold but | knew 
he didn't mean it. | could tell he was blaming himself, though. 


| tried comforting him again, putting my arms around and pulling him against me. He stiffened, but didn't fight 


me. After a few moments, his walls fell down. He snaked his arms around my middle, held me as hard as he 
could, gripped me. He burried his face in my chest and cried. | hadn't seen him cry too many times, and it was 


always the same. He whined loudly, shaking and | always felt just as helpless. 

‘| just hoped I'd have kids of my own, | want them so badly! Now | can never.. never prove to either of.. them 
that I'd be a better father, he whispered hoarsely once his tears had subsided into quiet, distraught sniffles. | 
stroke his hair gently, kissing the top of his head in an attempt to console him. 


‘You never considered adoption." | said, trying to hint at another future. He had said Erin wanted a divorce 


after all. 


‘It wouldn't be the same. | could never look at the kid and say she had my eyes or my hair or my cheekbones, 
all I'd see would be some foreign face; he muttered. 


‘Wouldn't you love her the same?" | tried. 


‘|. | don't know. There, you see now what a fucking fantastic father I'd make! he laughed, but it wasn't a 


sincere laughter, it sounded bitter and almost eerie. He was so disappointed in himself. 


‘| think you could. | know you could, Will When you decide something, you stick to it. Thats part of the reason | 


love you, | said. And it seemed to help a bit. It seemed to calm him. 


‘At least.. I'll have more time to put aside for you,' he smiled at me at last but he wasn't happy - far from, 


and then | kissed him. | kissed him with all my heart. And he didn't complain. 


